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I seem to see the black procession go :

That crawling prose of death too well I know,

The vulgar paraphrase of glorious woe ;

I see it wind through that unsightly grove,

Once beautiful, but long defaced

With granite permanence of cockney taste

And all those grim disfigurements we love :

There, then, we leave him :    Him ? such costly

waste
Nature rebels at: and it is not true

Of those most precious parts of him we knew:
Could we be conscious but as dreamers be,
'T were sweet to leave this shifting life of tents
Sunk in the changeless calm, of Deity;
Nay, to be mingled with the elements,
The fellow-servant of creative powers,
Partaker in the solemn year's events,
To share the work of busy-fingered hours,
To be night's silent almoner of dew,
To rise again in plants and breathe and grow,
To stream as tides the ocean caverns through,
Or with the rapture of great winds to blow
About earth's shaken coignes, were not a fate
To leave us all-disconsolate ;

Even endless slumber in the sweetening sod

Of charitable earth
That takes out all our mortal stains,